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Book  II  of  Original  Poems  is  divided  into  two  parts  or 
sections^ — Section  one  containing  those  of  the  mora  sincere 
and  sober  thought,  while  section  two  contains  those  of  a 
lighter  vein  intended  for  amusement,  not  to  be  taken 
seriously. 


Pantt 

The  One  Lost  Sheep 

Not  the  ninety  and  nine,  but  the  one  lost  sheep 

That  enlists  the  Master's  care 
Not  the  wealth  involved,  but  the  soul's  distress 

Of  a  creature  in  despair; 

For  the  Master's  heart  is  not  beset 
Alone  with  the  thought  of  gain, 

He  hears  the  cry  of  the  helpless  one 
From  out  in  the  cold  and  rain. 

It's  not  your  righteousness  or  wealth, 
Your  worth,  or  your  high  degree 

Though  you  be  poor  as  the  penitent  thiel\ 
And  as  vile  a  sinner  as  he, 

If  you  need  His  care,  do  not  despair 
For  the  Master's  love  is  true. 

He  will  leave  the  fold  of  the  favored  ones 
To  minister  to  you. 

So,  if  tonight  you're  that  one  lost  sheep 
Far  out  on  the  mountain  cold. 

The  Shepherd  divine  is  calling  for  you, 
Come  into  His  sheltering  fold. 

He  loves  and  longs  to  rescue  you 

Regardless  of  the  cost; 
For  the  Saviour's  mission  upon  the  earth 

Is  to  seek  and  to  save  the  lost. 
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Your  Class 

Written  for  a  Sunday  School  teacher 

Fifteen  boys  of  tender  age, 

What  a  blessed  heritage! 
Fifteen  boys  at  your  command — 

Why,  that's  a  noble,  splendid  band! 

In  this  fine  class  of  fifteen  souls 
WeVe  fifteen  individual  goals. 

If  this  fifteen  would  all  be  true, 

A  mighty  work  our  Lord  could  do. 

Fifteen  boys  all  clean  and  bright 

In  this  dark  world  to  be  its  light, 
Receiving  Jesus  in  their  youth, 
All  trained  and  nourished  in  the  Truth. 

But,  oh,  the  task  is  scarce  begun, 
If  fifteen  boys  are  not  all  won! 

A  noble  work  is  this  to  do, 

And  much,  of  course,  depends  on  you! 

★  ★ 

An  Ideal  Wife 

She*s  a  grand  and  noble  creature 
And  she  fills  a  mighty  place. 

In  her  hand  she  holds  a  scepter, 

She  can  make,  or  break  the  race. 

She  comes  perfect  from  her  maker, 
And  it  always  seems  to  me. 

Paint  and  powder  make  a  woman 
Something  she  ought  not  to  be. 
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^Course  'tis  said  I'm  quite  old  fashioned 

To  what  other  people  feel; 
Wives  as  most  men  seem  to  like  theina 

Don't  accord  to  my  ideal. 

She  won't  fuss  and  paint  and  powder, 
Yet  her  lovely  grace  and  charm 

Add  a  million  to  the  picture 

As  with  pride  I  take  her  arm. 

And  her  tall  and  robust  figure 

Seems  to  match  me  well  for  looks, 

While  she  has  a  wealth  of  knowledge 

She  has  gleaned  from  wholesome  books. 

When  I  popped  the  question  to  her, 
How  she'd  like  my  bride  to  be, 

As  she  smiled,  the  joy  of  heaven 
Seemed  to  melt  and  flow  to  me. 

Though  she's  mighty  good  at  cooking. 
She's  not  governed  just  by  taste: 

Too  much  catering  to  appetite 
Has  cursed  the  human  race. 

She's  a  wizard  in  her  household, 
And  her  work  is  ne'er  behind 

In  her  moral  disposition 

She  is  always  sweet  and  kind. 

When  in  need  of  recreation 

She  will  take  time  off  to  play 

When  I'm  sad,  she  gives  me  courage 
In  her  kindest  loving  way. 
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So  we  need  each  other's  counsel 
As  it  always  seems  to  me. 

Just  to  be  the  man  and  woman 
God  would  love  to  have  us  be. 

★  ★ 

The  Ideal  Husband 

He's  a  fine  up-standing  fellow 
Any  woman  would  admire; 

Gets  up  early  in  the  morning, 

Splits  the  wood  and  builds  the  fire. 

Steeps  the  postum,  or  the  coffee. 
Has  the  toast  all  piping  hot; 

When  the  woman  greets  the  kitchen. 
Finds  her  breakfast  almost  got. 

Eats  his  meal  in  calm  contentment, 
Then  gets  up  and  goes  to  work; 

Handy  anywhere  you  find  him 
As  a  pocket  in  a  shirt. 

Noontime  brings  him  home  to  dinner; 

He  demands  no  cooking  treat, 
He  can  eat  a  raw  potato, 

Or  a  carrot  or  a  beet. 

Then  a  slice  of  bread  and  butter, 
With  a  glass  of  milk  or  two 

Makes  him  fitter  than  a  fiddle 
Any  kind  of  work  to  do. 

Whether  joy  or  disappointment, 
Up  or  down  our  luck  in  life. 
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Little  had,  in  calm  contentment, 
Better  than  a  feast  with  strife. 

So  the  ideal  man  can  take  it; 

Reason  helps  adjust  himself; 
When  in  straits,  or  plight  distressing. 

Doesn't  blame  somebody  else. 

Yes!  a  fine  upstanding  fellow; 

Pattern,  he,  for  all  the  rest; 
Prone  to  nag,  or  vain  disputing, 

Look  at  him,  and  do  your  best. 

*  * 

The  Law  And  The  Judgment 

Know  and  understand  your  Bible, 

Hear  the  Word  that  maketh  wise, 
Let  the  people  not  take  refuge 
In  a  multitude  of  lies. 

For  the  judgment  day  is  pending, 
Yea,  the  hour  is  now  at  hand; 

Send  the  final  gospel  message 
Warning  sinners  in  the  land. 

Sound  it  forth  *till  nations  tremble. 
Souls  be  moved  with  fear  and  awe. 

For  our  Lord  is  a  Lord  of  justice. 
And  our  God,  a  God  of  Law. 

In  the  former  dispensation 

Hearts  were  moved  with  awe  and  fear 
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At  the  cleansing'  of  the  temple 
In  the  ending  of  the  year. 

How  much  more  should  we  be  sober. 
Souls  be  made  to  fear  and  pall. 

In  the  closing  dispensation 

Of  the  judgment  last  of  all. 

Some  reject  the  Ten  Commandments, 
Say,  "Well  do  the  way  we  choose; 

Law  for  us  was  not  intended, 

That  was  only  for  the  Jews/* 

This  is  error,  Satan^s  doing; 

Turn  to  God  for  grace  and  truth; 
Seek  the  Lord  for  His  salvation; 

Train  and  educate  the  youth. 

In  this  final  solemn  hour, 

That  should  be  our  attitude; 
We  should  turn  and  search  the  Scripture 

As  our  necessary  food, 

Christ  the  Bread  and  Living  Water, 
Come  ye  thirsty,  drink  and  eat; 

Those  who  wish  for  grace  and  pardon 
Gather  *round  the  mercy  seat. 

Those  who  long  for  His  salvation, 
Come  and  bow  beneath  the  rod ; 

Universal  and  eternal 

Is  this  changeless  law  of  God, 

Since  the  law  is  fixed,  eternal. 
And  ran  not  be  done  away. 


The  gospel,  for  the  sinner, 
Is  the  only  remedy. 

If  you're  loath  to  meet  the  issue^ 
It's  no  use  to  fuss  and  fudge, 

No  use,  folks,  to  stand  and  argue, 
You  can  tell  it  to  the  Judge, 

*Twill  be  quite  another  matter, 
We  will  find  the  law  is  real; 

And  the  judgment  legalistic. 
In  the  final  court  appeal, 

★  * 

The  Seeing  Eye 

The  seeing  eye  is,  first  of  all. 
The  eye  that  isn't  blind; 

But  seeing  in  its  broadest  sens^ 
Is  action  of  the  mind. 

It  isn't  in  the  eye  alone 

That  power  of  vision  lies. 

The  seeing  eye  is  kind 

And  the  seeing  eye  is  wise. 

In  dogs  the  seeing  eye  is  one 

Not  difficult  to  tell. 
The  dog  that  knows  and  understands 
And  serves  his  master  well. 

With  eyes  that  open  wide  and  bright 
And  looks  that  play  the  part; 

That  show  by  loving  friendly  glance 
The  inner  state  of  heart. 
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His  kindly  deeds  and  thoughtfulness 

Have  won  for  him  a  name; 
The  way  a  dog  can  have  a  heart, 

Would  put  some  men  to  shame. 

A  beast  so  gentle  and  so  keen 
Makes  humans  seem  so  dumb 

Why  have  we  eyes  that  fail  to  see, 

Do  dogs  have  wisdom  more  than  we? 

No,  that's  not  hard  to  tell, 

It's  just  in  training  they  excell. 

Our  management  is  out  of  joint 
If  IVe  not  missed  my  point- 

We'll  find  this  charge  against  us 

In  the  record  book  above. 
We  do  too  much  for  money, 

And  not  half  enough  for  love. 

If  training  means  so  much  for  them, 

Could  we  not  do  as  well 
For  children  we  should  train  for  God, 

As  dogs  we  raise  to  sell? 

Should  we  bestow  the  children's  time 

On  dogs  to  educate? 
Should  they  be  reared  and  trained  to  love. 

While  children  strive  and  hate  ? 

There's  nothing  wrong  in  training  dogs 

To  serve  the  human  race; 
But  seek  the  children's  training  first, 

Give  dogs  the  second  place. 
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As  parents  we  should  ever-more 
This  l^son  keep  in  mind, 

Promoting  loving  service, 

And  the  art  of  being  kind. 

For  he  t]bat  fashioneth  the  eye. 
Himself,  shall  surely  see 

To  recompence  proportionate 
To  what  our  works  shall  be, 

★  * 

Companionship 

If  in  the  word  "Companionship" 
Were  meaning  absolute 

I^d  take  my  spade  to  excavate 
And  find  the  very  root. 

But  in  my  quest  with  all  the  rest 
No  doubt  we'd  disagree 

So  much  depends  on  circumstance 
And  relativity. 

To  one  who  thinks  exclusively 
In  terms  of  little  boys 

It's  just  a  friend  at  marbles 
Or  with  fireworks  and  poise. 

While  in  the  case  of  grown-up  lads 
It  may  not  seem  quite  right 

With  some  it  means  an  athlete 
To  wrestle  or  to  fight 

And  so  with  varied  circumstance 
Relationships  of  life 
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There  may  arise  a  difference 

'Twixt  a  husband  and  his  wife. 

I  think  most  folks  will  follow  me 

If  what  I  say  is  true 
Companionship  means  partnership 

In  things  we  need  to  do. 

And  when  the  shades  of  evening  fall 
And  lights  are  low  and  dim 

When  husband  sits  alone  with  wife 
And  wife  alone  with  him. 

It  isn't  conversation — 

Maybe  scarce  a  word  is  said 
I  like  to  see  the  needle 

Hear  her  sew  and  break  the  thread. 

There's  something  very  home-like 
When  a  couple  understand 

When  two  are  quite  united 
In  a  single  purpose  grand. 

I  think  most  folks  will  follow  me 
In  what  is  doubtless  true 

Companionship  depends  a  lot 
On  what  we  are,  and  do. 

*  * 

Haste  While  Mercy  Lingers 

As  a  blind  man  gropes  in  darkness. 
Should  a  man  grope  after  God? 

To  the  willing  and  the  faithful 
Is  the  promise  of  his  word. 
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None  need  fail  or  stumble  blindly, 
We  should  walk  as  in  the  day; 

When  the  hart  for  water  panteth, 
Doth  he  grope  to  find  his  way? 

While  the  day  of  mercy  lingers 
With  God's  rainbow  in  the  sky, 

Streams  of  living  water  flowing 

Should  one's  soul  be  parched  and  dry? 

When  the  time  of  wrath  approaches 
Then  will  mercy  be  with-drawn; 

Should  a  men  neglect  salvation 

'Till  he  meet  the  day  of  doom? 

Note  the  creatures  of  the  forest, 
How  they  hasten  to  the  brink; 

This  to  us  should  be  a  lesson 

Not  to  tarry,  don't  you  think? 

For  where  living  water  floweth, 

No  one  need  be  parched  and  dry; 

Nor  should  we  be  faint  and  halting 
With  the  water-brooks  so  nigh. 

★  ★ 

At  Christmas  Time 
1 

At  Christmas  time  we  sit  around  our  cozy  fire 
And  think  of  comforts  oft  denied, 

Of  friends  forgotten  thru  the  year 
For  in  our  hurried  crowded  life 

We  hadn't  time  to  do  "our  bit," 
Nor  mood  to  ponder  on  the  lot 
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Of  other  folks  bereft  of  good,  I 

Till  grief  hath  touched  a  vibrant  cord 
And  wrought  a  tender  mood, 
2 

Then  as  we  muse  we  see  our  selfish  hearts. 

The  Saviour  stands  without  the  door 
We.  hear  Him  knock; 

A  gentle  sound  unnoticed  oft  before; 
We  bid  Him  enter,  and  what  peace! 

Then,  at  the  close  of  that  majestic  feast— 
It  seems  so  queer 

That  folks  should  say  to  Him, 
"Farewell,  come  back  again  next  y^r/* 

★  ★ 

Universal  Peace 

What  will  happen  when  the  nations  Join  in  universal 
peace? 

When  as  it  has  been  predicted,  all  the  wars  of  earth 
will  cease. 

Will  all  nature  share  the  spirit  of  the  Saviour,  mild  and 
meek? 

Will  it  cease  the  endless  struggle  of  the  strong  against 
the  weak? 

What  will  happen  when  the  nations  all  in  battleship  array — - 
Are  at  peace  with  one  another?  Will  it  ever  come  to  stay? 
Will  the  whole  of  God's  creation  settle  down  in  peace 
and  love, 

Will  there  ever  be  a  treaty  'twixt  the  eagle  and  the  dove? 

What  will  happen,  let  me  ask  you  this^  when  war  has 

ceased  to  be; 
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When  the  nations  cease  to  battle  on  the  land  and  on  the 
sea, 

Will  the  owl  from  out  the  thicket  cease  to  sally  forth  at 
night? 

Will  it  change  his  disposition  or  affect  his  appetita? 

What  will  happen?  Let  me  tell  you,  Johnny  Bull  and 
Uncle  Sam 

Might  be  quiet  as  a  kitten  or  as  gentle  as  a  lamb: 
And  the  same  benignant  spirit  might  prevail  upon  the 
Bear; 

We  would  still  discern  in  nature  constant  struggle  every- 
where. 

Should  we  look  for  peace  and  safety  in  this  present  reign 
of  sin? 

Will  the  golden  age,  millenium  by  man  be  ushered  in? 
Who  can  stay  the  wily  tempest?    Who  command  the 
troubled  sea; 

Who  control  the  peace  of  nations  but  the  man  of  Galilee? 

No  one  else  can  change  the  order  of  the  curse  because  of 
sin. 

No  one  else  restore  to  favor,  perfect  as  it  once  has  been. 
He  alone,  the  lost  Dominion,  can  restore  to  fallen  man. 
He  had  promised  when  He  left  this  earth,  that  He  would 
come  again. 

Now  behold  the  sacred  writing  penned  by  prophet,  priest 
and  seer. 

Signs  appearing  in  the  heavens  indicate  the  day  is  near 
For  His  glorious  appearing  we  have  waited  ever  since; 
And  the  Golden  Age  awaiteth  for  the  coming  of  The 
Prince. 
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Fond  Memories 


(A  poem^  written  by  request,  in  behalf  of  the  homecoming 
of  the  Bowers  School,  June  30,  1928) 

If  there  is  aught  in  memory  that  adds  to  life  a  joy, 
Should  time  efface  a  single  gem  that's  gleaned  by 
girl  or  boy, 

In  all  the  realm  of  social  life,  there's  nothing  as  a  rule 
To  equal  the  experiences  of  youthful  days  at  school. 

The  friendship  ties  and  happenings,  with  many  a  quaint 
event 

We  now  recall  in  later  years — full  many  an  incidrat 
Of  how  we  played  our  pranks  you  know;  though  innocent 
in  looks. 

We  learned  a  lot  at  school  those  days  that  wasn't 
found  in  books. 

Can  one  forget  those  happy  days  of  friendships  fond  and 
true. 

Ah!  Lovers  false  may  soon  forget,  but  good  friends 
never  do. 

And  let  me  add  another  word,  a  last  and  final  plea: 

Let   precious   things    in   memory   live  throughout 
eternity. 

T*hO;  quaint  with  age  and  full  of  years  the  cherished 
hoard  may  be, 
I  can't  recall  a  single  gem  that's  lost  its  charm  for  me. 
As  we  concede  that  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  eye, 
Fond  memories  too,  may  be  enhanced  by  time  as  years 
go  by. 


So  whem  a  notice  penned  to  us  invites  us  home  again. 


Let's  steer  our  flivver  down  the  road  and  *be  a  friend 
to  man'. 

It  adds  a  touch  of  joy  to  life — a  joy  that's  yours  and  mine, 
To  meet  and  share  those  sentiments  expressed  in 
Auld  Lang  Syne. 

No  Mail  Today 

The  words,  "no  mail,"  have  a  dreadful  sound, 
And  yet  it's  so  the  world  around; 

Wherever  I  go,  wherever  I  stay 

They'll  say  with  a  smile,  "no  mail  today." 

Now  friends  will  always  say  they'll  write. 
And  still  I'm  lonely  day  and  night; 

And  though  I  have  friends  wherever  I've  been 

There's  seldom  a  scribble  or  scratch  of  pen. 

I  always  aim  to  do  my  part 

With  words  to  gladden  someone's  heart; 
But  wherever  I  go,  wherever  I  stay 

They'll  say  with  a  smile,  "no  mail  today." 


A  Jolly  Hoax 

On  Monday  'twas  a  gloomy  day 

The  rain  came  down  in  torrents, 

But  Tuesday's  skies  brought  better  things — 
A  Christmas  gift  from  Florence. 

A  box  of  candy,  quite  superb, 
'Twas  Mary  Frazier's  best, 


And  seized  with  curiosity, 

I  had  to  know  the  rest, 

I  loosed  the  cord  and  backed  it  up, 
And  twirled  it  round  and  round, 
And  slipped  the  outer  wrapper  off 

When  lo!  More  strings  I  found. 

'Twas  wrapped  around  with  colored  twine 

Of  every  size  and  form; 
Directions  said,  "Please  keep  from  heat,*' 

They  knew  'twould  make  me  warm. 

It  looked  as  though  a  blossom 

Was  the  crown  of  what  I  had, 
And  next  a  note  beneath  the  seal 
Which  read,  "From  Florence  to  Dad.^ 

And  baby  ribbon,  yes,  galore. 

Of  every  shade  and  hue; 
*Twas  taped  along  from  end  to  end, 

And  'round  the  middle  too. 

Beneath  another  yard  of  hemp, 

A  box  within  a  box; 
I  opened  it,  pushed  back  the  lid. 

And  lo!  Three  pairs  of  socks. 

And  that  is  all  the  pack  contained 
As  true  as  tongue  can  tell, 

A  little  flower,  pink  and  white, 
But  candy — not  a  smell. 

With  disappointed  appetite 
Said  I,  "It's  all  a  hoaxP 
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That  girl  of  mine  is  just  like  that, 
She's  always  full  of  jokes. 

And  yet  a  grain  of  wisdom  too, 
She  didn't  think  I  would 

Prefer  a  present  appetite 
To  greater  future  good* 

To  gratify  an  appetite 

Is  only  for  a  day, 
'Twould  take  a  year  or  two  at  least 

For  clothes  to  wear  away. 

*  * 

The  Goat  That  Mary  Had 

So  Mary  had  a  little  lamb 

The  story  goes  to  tell; 
But  Mary  didn't  have  a  lamb 

I  knew  her  father  well; 

Her  father  and  her  mother 

And  the  whole  enduring  race, 

And  Mary  never  had  a  lamb 
Or  sheep  about  the  place. 

I  do  not  mind  a  story 

Just  a  little  anecdote, 
But  why  call  Mary's  pet  a  lamb 

It  really  was  a  goat. 

He  followed  her  to  school,  no  doubt, 

And  oft  to  market  too; 
There  wasn't  any  earthly  thing 

The  mischief  wouldn't  do. 
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Now  sheep  are  dumb  and  lambs  too  meek 

To  act  on  lawless  lines, 
While  goats  are  full  of  fancy  tricks 

And  stunts  and  monkey-shines. 

That's  why  the  children  had  to  laugh 

And  made  the  teacher  sore 
That's  why  he  ruled  that  Mary's  pet 

Should  come  to  school  no  more. 

That's  how  I  know  the  writer  erred 

When  he  the  story  wrote; 
It  couldn't  be  a  lamb  she  had, 

It  must  have  been  a  goat. 

*  * 

Trip  To  Texas 

If  I  haven't  a  nickle,  if  I  haven't  a  sou, 

I'll  go  to  the  land  where  I've  something  to  do. 

To  the  wild  and  woolly  prairie. 

Where  the  mules  and  the  jack  rabbits  grow  longer  ears. 

To  the  lone  star  state  with  its  long  homed  steers, 
With  me  hat  and  me  coat  and  nothing  besides, 

F  t  the  wave  of  me  cane,  will  get  me  a  ride, 
Like  the  down  of  the  thistle  I'll  go. 

Thru  Forest  City  and  Little  Rock, 

I'll  travel  along  with  the  click  of  the  clock, 

A  d  on  to  the  Bayou  land  I'll  roll. 

O'er  the  bridge  where  the  driver  pays  the  toll. 

T'Hh  the  tip  of  me  hat  and  the  flip  of  me  hand, 
I'll  go  to  the  vale  of  the  Rio  Grande. 
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Where  it  never  snows  and  there's  seldom  rain, 
I'll  go  to  the  valley  and  back  again. 

Without  any  fooling,  without  any  jokes, 

And  with  nary  a  doubt  I'll  be  seeing  you  folks, 

When  the  snow  melts  off  in  the  Spring. 

It's  just  a  few  weeks  or  months  as  they  say. 

'Twill  not  be  fer  long — ^that  I'll  be  away, 

And  then  I'll  return  in  the  way  that  I  come, 
With  the  tip  of  me  hat  and  the  flip  of  me  thumb. 

★  ★ 

Early  Morning  Brevities 

'Twas  morning  at  the  chicken  ranch. 

The  autumn  leaves  were  brown; 
The  rancher  thought  of  getting  up. 

The  hens  were  getting  down. 
A  lazy  rooster  shook  himself, 

And  gave  his  wings  a  flap. 
And  landed,  looking  hopper-wise 

To  spy  a  bit  of  scrap. 
Just  then  a  leghoni  speaking  up, 

Quoth  she,  "I've  found  some  wheat,'* 
We'll  have  to  dig  and  scratch  says  one. 

To  get  enough  to  eat. 
Kerchuk,  said  one,  in  accent  loud. 

In  a  high  stacatto  note. 
She  blundered  on  a  gravel  stone. 

And  sneezed  to  clear  her  throat. 
Another  stopped  to  view  a  crumb. 

Quoth  she,  "What  have  we  here?" 
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A  speckled  cockerel  sallied  forth 

With  one  foot  out  of  gear. 
Said  one  old  hen,  "I  hate  the  men, 

They're  something  to  abhor; 
There's  that  old  duffer  now,"  said  she, 

"That  we've  been  laying  for." 
And  so  the  conversation  ran, 

It  didn't  stop  to  walk; 
You'd  think  it  was  a  ladies  aid 

The  way  those  hens  could  talk. 
As  a  matter  of  propriety, 

It  isn't  hardly  right, 
To  let  the  critics  worry  us, 

And  lie  awake  at  night. 
Are  we  to  take  the  chickens  word, 

Or  leave  it  to  the  men? 
Who  heads  the  poultry  industry. 

The  rancher  or  the  hen? 

★  ★ 

The  Country  Shearer 

While  "neath  the  spreading  chestnut  tree, 

The  village  smithy  stands," 
The  country  shearer  goes  abroad 

With  sheep-shears  in  his  hands. 

While  other  men  are  lauded  high. 
And  praised  for  what  they  do, 

Let  this  man  have  a  kindly  word> 
For  he's  a  chestnut  too. 

And  yet,  with  all,  this  type  of  man 
Is  known  to  every  clime; 
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He  takes  two  bits  to  cut  your  hair. 
And  shaves  you  for  a  dime; 

He'll  clip  your  horses  in  the  spring. 

Or  any  stock  you  keep; 
His  favorite  sport  of  all  the  year 

Is  springtime,^  shearing  sheep. 

The  way  that  man  can  fleece  a  flock. 
Would  nearly  take  your  breath; 

You  wouldn't  find  a  billy  goat 
With  mane  or  whiskers  left. 

He  clips  their  carcass  to  the  hide, 

'Till  every  one  is  shorn, 
And  every  sheep  in  country-side 

As  naked  as  when  born. 

He  lugs  around  a  roll  of  bills 

Enough  to  choke  a  bull; 
The  sheep  are  loath  to  see  him  come, — 

His  shears  get  in  their  wool. 

And  I,  perhaps,  in  what  I  say, 

Might  well  more  cautious  be, 
Lest  he  should  leave  off  shearing  sheep. 

And  take  a  clip  at  me. 

★  ★ 

Friends  In  Fairyland 

Dedicated  to  the  Landlady  and  Family  at  the  Rooming 
House  in  San  Francisco. 

'Twas  in  fairy  land  I  met  you 

Where  I  used  to  board  and  dwell; 
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Life  for  me  continued  happy, 
And  I  always  did  quite  well. 

When  I  think  of  that  apartment 
With  the  fairies  all  around, 

Seems  that  dear  old  San  Francisco 
Must  have  been  enchaiited  ground. 

All  the  little  deeds  of  kindness 

I  attributed  to  you 
Now  I  know  that  none  but  fairies 

Could  have  had  the  grace  to  do. 

They  would  come  to  my  apartment 
For  a  half  an  hour  or  more 

See  you  later,  were  the  parting  words 
As  they  slipped  out  the  door. 

They  put  raisins  in  my  porridge 
And  would  fry  an  egg  or  two; 

Had  I  oft  the  fairies  with  me 

Think  what  wonders  we  could  do. 

They  would  bring  the  buttered  popcorn 
And  they  did  so  much  for  me, 

Never  had  I  even  dreamed 

How  good  these  little  elfs  could  be. 

When  I  queried  at  the  button 
How  it  came  upon  my  vest. 

Must  have  been  an  eK  that  sewed  it, 
Was  the  answer  you'd  suggest. 

While,  in  secret,  I  acknowledge 
That  I  like  that  little  elf 
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Yet  I'm  puzzled  with  the  union 
'Twixt  the  fairies  and  yourself. 

When  I  said  goodbye  to  Frisco, 

As  I  felt  I  ought  to  do, 
Fairy  queen  said,  "see  you  later," 

Then  she  scampered  back  to  you. 

Now,  the  moral  of  the  issue, 

I  with  this  my  story  end: 
Catch  the  spirit  of  the  fairies, 

And  the  elf  will  be  your  friend. 

*  * 

Too  Much  Trumpeting 

Was  little  Boy  Blue  of  a  lazy  cast? 

Should  he  take  up  the  horn  and  give  it  a  blast? 

For  what  did  it  matter  that  early  mom 

That  the  sheep  browsed  the  meadow  and  cows  ate  the  corn 

While  he  rested  and  had  a  good  sleep? 

Had  little  Boy  Blue  had  an  iron  will 

He  might  have  been  a  Hitler  or  a  Kaiser  Bill; 

But  the  world  would  be  happy  and  more  peaceful  too 

Had  Hitler  slept  as  did  little  Boy  Blue 

With  his  bugle  forever  unblown. 

*  ★ 

Meditations  Of  A  Married  Man 

In  a  world  so  full  of  folly,  why  should  anyone  be  wise; 
Why  should  anyone  be  tempted  with  the  lure  of  Satan's 
lies  ? 

In  a  mad  pursuit  of  knowledge  at  the  risk  of  circumstance; 
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Why  should  any  person  venture,  why  should  any  one 
advance? 

Should  a  man  be  rash  and  hasty  in  his  wish  to  take  a  wife 
Love  is  but  a  mad  desire  to  pay  a  woman's  board  for  life. 
Then  the  rearing  of  a  family,  such  a  load  of  care  ensues; 
'Nuff  to  give  a  man  the  willies,  'nuff  to  give  a  man  the 
blues. 

Should  a  man  becloud  his  future;  Should  he  gamble  thus 
with  fate? 

Look  at  all  that  came  to  Adam  in  the  apple  that  he  ate. 
In  his  woe  and  in  his  sorrow  man  has  eaten  ever  since; 
Lo!  The  matchless  price  of  wisdom  is,  alas!  experience! 

When  I  think  of  all  the  freedom  with  which  single  men 
are  blest; 

I  sometimes  tire  of  digging  in  and  think  I'll  take  a  rest, 
I  sometimes  dream  of  hearth  and  home,  and  comforts  rare 
like  that; 

A  place  of  loving  fellowship  to  share  with  dog  or  cat; 

But  when  the  matron  comes  to  sweep,  grim  countenance, 
alert, 

Men  is  but  common  clay  you  know,  an  element  of  dirt. 
No  time  for  idle  dreams  is  ours,  for  in  this  world  of  woe, 
Our  comforts  don't  remain  with  us,  they  merely  come  and 
go. 

And  thus  my  conscience  gets  to  work  and  stirs  me  up 
again; 

M  /  wife,  a  wife  of  industry,  and  me  a  lazy  man. 
So  up  I  get,  and  take  my  hat,  and  off  to  work  I  go, 
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Though  weather  fair  or  foul  may  be,  in  cold  or  rain  or 
snow. 

But  when  IVe  had  a  splendid  week,  and  gathered  lots  of 
spoil; 

I  don't  begrudge  the  perils  braved,  nor  yet  the  ardent  toil. 
I'm  glad  I  didn't  spend  the  time  on  ease  and  pleasure  bent; 
Nor  would  I  change  my  lot  of  thrift  for  indolent  content. 

And  yet,  I  like  to  sympathize  and  show  a  kind  regard; 
For  any  other  married  man  who  thinks  his  lot  is  hard. 
So  now  my  friend  who  reads  these  lines,  if  troubled  with 
a  wife; 

And  think  your  lot  is  very  hard,  and  nearly  tired  of  life; 

Pray  think  of  me  in  sympathy,  as  kindly  as  you  can; 
That  I'm  a  fellow  sufferer,  a  poor  and  hen-pecked  man. 

★  ★ 

Rules  Of  Healthful  Living 

We  hear  a  lot  of  health  reform  these  modernistic  days. 
And  how  our  food  can  be  prepared  a  dozen  different  ways; 
And  how  to  choose  the  kind  of  food,  and  how  to  go  about, 
To  get  the  combination  right,  and  just  the  right  amount. 

We're  wiser  than  in  olden  times,  and  yet  we  took  no  harm, 
From  eating  food  our  mother  cooked  way  back  there  on 
the  farm. 

I  recollect  when  I  was  young,  it  wasn't  hard  to  choose 
Our  stock  and  trade  was  very  slight,  we'd  little  to  refuse. 

And  yet  we  had  enough  to  eat  of  meat  and  bread  and  su-h. 
It  always  tasted  very  good,  and  never  seemed  too  much. 
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I  wouldn't  mind  today,  to  have  a  loaf  of  mother's  bread, 
I  never  saw  a  baker's  loaf  that  I  would  take  instead. 

And  when  I  think  about  the  food  that  made  our  daily 
ration, 

I  doubt  of  we  could  beat  it  much  with  all  our  education. 
I  recollect  it  all  quite  well,  and  should  a  man  insist, 
Could  choose  a  handsome  menu  from  the  same  old  standard 
list. 

There's  Hubbard  squash,  they're  always  good,  they're  very 
fine  to  bake. 

And  eggs  and  milk  if  fresh  and  right  are  never  bad  to  take. 
Potatoes?  Yes,  they're  very  fine  to  either  bake  or  boil. 
The  kind  that  suits  my  fancy  best  are  grown  on  ,sandy  soil. 

You  take  a  big  Petoskey,  or  an  Idaho  or  York, 
They'll  blossom  like  a  cabbage  when  you  introduce  a  fork. 
And  apples  too  are  mighty  fine,  I  like  them  baked  the  best. 
Just  serve  them  up  with  sweetened  cream  and  I  will  do 
the  rest. 

I'm  fond  of  toast?  Oh,  yes,  quite  so,  I'd  eat  a  platter  full, 
But  have  it  done  please,  through  and  through  quite  crisp 

and  crunchable. 
I  hate  it  served  with  dough  between  and  scorched  on  either 

side, 

I  had  the  stomach  trouble  once,  and  very  nearly  died. 

To  eat  my  food  not  rightly  cooked,  I'd  be  a  rank  dyspeptic. 
Or  maybe  die  of  bright's  disease,  a  nut  or  epileptic. 
All  kinds  of  ills  result  to  men  from  lack  of  proper  diet, 
Or  come  to  those  that's  out  of  luck,  or  lack  the  means  to 
buy  it. 

We  read  of  one  in  ancient  times  who  thus  was  on  the  rocks, 
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He  wandered  round,  a  dreamy  nut,  and  ate  grass  like  an  ox. 
For  seven  long  years  a  hopeless  case,  his  ill  affected  brain, 
Did  not  afford  him  sense  enough  to  come  in  out  the  rain. 

We  all  know  how  the  prophet  John,  without  a  cent  of 
money. 

Subsisted  in  the  wilderness  on  locusts  and  wild  honey. 
A  fare  like  that  is  lean  enough,  but  oh!  'tis  sad,  alas! 
To  think  a  man  for  seven  years,  had  nought  to  eat  but 
grass. 

He  should  have  lived  as  in  our  time,  with  oxen  better  fed. 
He  might  have  had  some  Kellogg's  bran,  or  shredded 
wheat  instead. 

We've  made  a  great  advancement  on  the  dietary  line, 
We  have  some  breakfast  foods  today  that  sure  are  mighty 
fine. 

I've  listened  to  the  radio,  and  read  a  lot  in  books, 
But  most  of  all  in  proper  food,  depends  upon  the  cooks. 
Though  you  may  not  agree  with  me  in  what  I've  often  said, 
There's  practical  religion  in  a  decent  loaf  of  bread. 

★  ★ 

The  Wonder  Car 

I've  traveled  back  and  forth  to  work  in  rain  and  snow  and 
sleet; 

To  get  the  means  to  clothe  myself  and  where  with  all  to 
eat. 

And  keep  myself  shut  in  and  dry,  protected  from  the  storm, 
I've  tried  to  improvise  a  way  to  keep  me  snug  and  warm. 

At  first  I  bought  a  touring  car  with  curtains  rear  and  side, 
I  hopped  aboard  and  rode  away,  content  and  satisfied. 
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But  soon  I  had  a  mishap  with  the  curtain  just  behind, 
The  wind  blew  out  the  celluloid  and  wrecked  my  peace  of 
mind. 

The  breech  repaired,  I  journeyed  on,  serenely  as  before; 
But  other  troubles  soon  arose,  the  wind  she  blew  some 
more. 

Since  then  I've  had  a  dozen  woes,  a  dozen  fears  and  dreads. 
The  wind  would  rip  my  curtains  up  and  beat  them  into 
shreds. 

I'm  tired  of  fetching  up  in  town  all  drenched  from  head 
to  feet  * 

My  carcass  nearly  buried  up  in  rain  and  snow  and  sleet. 
So  in  the  future  near  to  come,  in  weather  cold  and  drear; 
I'll  sever  my  environment  from  outside  atmosphere. 
I'll  buy  a  new  Ford  wonder  car  and  planted  in  the  seat; 
I'll  swear  by  Henry,  come  what  may,  I'll  never  know 
defeat. 

The  storm  may  rage  and  beat  outside,  but  when  I  close 
the  door; 

The  new  Ford  wonder  car  for  me,  means  victory  ever  more. 
★  * 

Meditations  Of  A  Bachelor 

In  a  world  so  full  of  wisdom,  why  are  men  so  poked  slow? 
What  prevents  a  man  from  learning  all  he  ever  needs  to 
know? 

We  have  works  on  truth  and  fiction  written  out  in  prose 
and  rhyme; 

Also  men  of  education  who  are  teaching,  all  the  time. 

Yet  in  spite  of  books  and  teaching,  still  we  find  our 
progress  slow; 
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And  it's  mighty  tiresome  waiting  for  the  intellect  to  grow. 
And  even  should  development  advance  to  some  degree, 
There's    something   in   the   whole   affair   which  quite 
perplexes  me. 

A  man  may  educate  himself  until  he  knows  a  lot, 
And  still  the  education  gained  may  fail  to  hit  the  spot. 
And  when  a  man's  in  deep  distress,  and  everything  goes 
wrong. 

He  fiinds  there's  things  he  can  not  learn  in  poetry  or  song. 

I've  looked  around  for  quite  some  time,  and  traveled  more 
or  less 

But  haven't  seemed  to  hit  the  trail  that  leads  to  happiness. 
While  other  men  may  go  through  life  with  calm  and  easy 
sail, 

I  seem  to  have  my  ups  and  downs  like  Jonah  and  the  whale. 

I've  always  been  a  digging  in,  I've  worked  to  beat  the  band; 
I've  traveled  'round  the  world  and  back  and  through  the 
wonderland. 

I've  been  into  the  circus  tent  when  Barnum's  show  was  on; 
I've  seen  the  baby  elephant,  and  rode  the  mastodon; 

I  thought  a  lot  qf  Barnum  too,  but  after  all,  I  know, 
He  wasn't  quite  the  only  man  who  ever  ran  a  show. 
You  go  way  back  to  Noah's  time,  they  had  a  grand  parade; 
The  elephant  checked  his  baggage  through  and  had  his 
big  trunk  weighed. 

Old  Jumbo  had  to  shuck  along,  the  monkeys  had  to  climb; 
And  e'en  the  camels  had  to  hump  to  reach  the  ark  in  time. 
Go  farther  back  to  Adam's  day,  just  look  at  what  he  did; 
He  had  a  whole  menagerie  when  he  was  but  a  kid. 

Now,  Noah  had  the  animals  to  beat  two  of  a  kind; 
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But  Adam  had  as  good  a  bunch  as  all  the  rest  combined. 
While  Adam  had  the  greatest  show,  IVe  thought  about  it 
since, 

You'd  think  one  would  be  handicapped  without  experience. 

A  mile  of  Bamum  all  let  loose,  you'd  thought  he'd  been 
afraid; 

Imagine  how  the  lions  roared  and  how  the  donkeys  brayed. 
But  Adam  was  a  wonderment,  in  short  he  was  a  prince. 
Excelled  by  no  one  of  his  day  and  none  before  nor  since. 

IVe  read  concerning  Adam's  life  and  other  things  besides; 
And  how  he  owned  the  entire  earth  and  wasn't  satisfied. 
IVe  read  concerning  Adam's  fall  and  how  it  came  about. 
And  how  he  had  an  extra  rib,  and  why  'twas  taken  out. 
Now  Adam  longed  to  win  a  mate  and  when  the  first 
chance  came, 

He  never  even  took  the  time  to  ask  the  girl  her  name. 
Of  course,  no  doubt,  he  realized  his  chance  was  mighty 
slim; 

He  saw  at  once  he'd  met  his  fate,  the  only  girl  for  him. 

And  now  I  think  you'll  all  agree,  they  were  a  lucky  pair; 
He  never  kicked  about  the  rib,  he  had  a  rib  to  spare. 
But  Adam's  case  was  not  like  ours,  he  had  an  easy  mark; 
There's  never  been  a  chance  like  that,  since  Noah  built 
the  Ark. 

And  since  I've  looked  the  matter  up,  and  pondered  on  it 
more, 

There's  certain  things  occurred  to  me  I  might  have  known 
before. 

It  matters  not  how  smooth  the  path,  or  whether  rough 
or  stony; 

The  only  road  that  leads  to  bliss,  of  course  is  matrimony. 
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